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BILLERICA HARDWARE 

BILLERICA, MASS. 

Opens the first “Toyland” that has ever been in town. You are cor- 
dially invited to visit and bring the “kiddies” to see the toys. You will also 
find many useful Gifts for the rest of the family. Save time, money, worry 
and the parking problems of Lowell by shopping here. 

SERVICE AND COURTESY IS OUR SLOGAN! 


STOP ! 

AT DUKES 

For Famous Witch Toasted Sandwiches 

Hot Waffles, Ice Cream, Etc. 

Orders Taken for Ice Cream. 

P. E. DUKESHIRE, Prop. Boston Road and Bridge St. 


BILLERICA MOTOR SALES CO. 
Call 53 for a Demonstration in the 
NEW FORD CAR 


Tourists Accommodated 

AT 

“TREBLE COVE INN’ 

Home Cooking, Steak Dinners, Quick Lunches, and French Fried Potatoes 

Baked Beans Saturday Only 

SMITH CORNER, BOSTON ROAD NORTH BILLERICA, MASS. 

Telephone 8330 

WE WISH YOU A MERRY XMAS AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR ! 


WOODSIDE’S DRUG STORE 

COR. BOSTON ROAD AND ANDOVER ST. BILLERICA 

Phone 8180-8289 

WISHING YOU A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A II \I'PY NEW YEAR 

M e appreciate your patronage of the last three years and hope to he able 
to continue to serve you. 


Tel. Billerica 265 

BOSTON BUS LINE 

VOCELL BUS CO. 

Shawsheen Garage — Billerica 

Parties Accommodated E* T. VOCELL, 

Anywhere — Anytime Prop. 


Julius Woessner 

Teacher of Violin 

Director of 

Lowell Philharmonic Orchectral Society, 
Chelmsford Band 

Orchestra Practice for pupils and Recitals 
Studio: Washington Bank Building 

40 MIDDLESEX STREET 
Phone 5370 — Residence — Phone 5611 -R 


Leroy O. Balch 

GROCERIES AND PROVISIONS 

Fresh Vegetables and Fruits 
in Season 

Delivery to All Sections 
Telephone Orders Solicited 

Billerica Tel. 227 


SPENCER’S GARAGE 

BOSTON ROAD NORTH BILLERICA, MASS. 


Towing, Repairing, 
Alimiting, Greasing 


BATTERIES CHARGED 


Telephone Billerica 271 
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A GRAVE WARNING TO MY 
CLASSMATES 


Just before going to sleep Thanks- 
giving evening, something tempted 
me to the refrigerator. 1 took a huge 
slice of mince pie and devoured it. 
Then I went to bed denouncing school, 
and every subject that I take and the 
instructors who happen to reach them. 

I lay in bed for a long time when 
suddenly a fierce looking man, with 
fierv eves, a course and matted beard, 
and thin bony hands altogether a hor- 
rid looking specimen came up in the 
darkness before me. 

My heart leaped as he said in a 
droning hoarse voice, “Come with me! 
Thou hast violated the laws of the 
gods. Hast not 1 heard thee say 
wicked things about your teachers and 
even more horrid things about your 
studies. Ha! Ha! It's seldom I get 
a victim and thou art mine now. 1 m 
Charon! Maybe thou hast heard of 
me. The gods have assigned me to 
this duty, 1 must show thee thv mis- 
takes. and punish thee properly.** 

I quaked inwardly but followed him. 
I was surprised to notice that 1 was 
walking along a road near a section 
that closelv resembled Babylonia, as 
indeed it was. 1 entered a huge struc- 
ture and there 1 perceived a very old 
man who looked as if he had concen- 
trated a great deal for his brow was 
deeply furrowed. 

He spoke to me thus, “Alas my child 
mv work of collecting all forms of 
arithmetic and algebra is unappreci- 


ated, think of the many men before 
me who have contributed toward your 
knowledge; it is discouraging. He 
continued to tell me about the be- 
ginnings of arithmetic and unfolded 
a very interesting tale. 

I listened and regretted certain 
hasty remarks, which I had made, and 
resolved not to be so hasty, or make 
remarks without some forethought 
in the future. 

I noticed that Charon had a note- 
book with him and 1 asked him about 
it. He said that he was making out a 
list of my sins against the subject of 
algebra, for he said that I had wished 
that the execrable thing had never 
been invented, had made frequent 
grimaces at problems on the board and 
in the book, and had also banged that 
reverent object, with no gentleness, 
when I could not work out a problem. 

I groaned inwardly and wondered 
what my fate would be. 

Then we journeyed to a place that 
evidently was Greece. We entered a 
temple, where 1 noticed the same kind 
of statue or rather bust, as is in the 
back of the Freshman Room. I was 
informed that it was a rare piece of 
art and thatl had scoffed and said that 
it had no eyes. This was another 
grave offense. 

I was rather frightened as I saw 
Charon put another mark against my 
name. Oh! what was going to happen 
to me? 

Then. Charon took me across to 
Rome where I met a very awe-inspir- 
ing person. It happened to be Caesar 
and he looked at me for a brief mo- 
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incut, but, seeing that I was such an 
unimportant personage, turned his 
whole attention to Charon. Charon 
told him about the many sins which 1 
had committed in regard to the lingua 
Romanoruni, language of the Romans, 
and its outgrowth English. 

Caesar regarded me fiercely and 
ordered that I be taken before the 
gods. A closer view revealed them to 
be Miss Baker, looking very grim, Mr. 
Locke, with well knit brows, and Miss 
O’Sullivan with an unusually grim look 
upon her face. 

My sins were read to them and 
seemed much worse when read by 
that fearful man. Charon. Only an 
occasional cough or clearance of a 
throat broke Charon’s seemingly end- 
less droning. 

When he finished l experienced un- 
explainable terror for then judgment 
was to be passed on me. 

Thev considered and talked it over, 
sometimes eliminating something of 
minor offense. 

Then Miss Baker said to Charon. 
“Seeing that l was young once and 
that I was used to all the tricks of the 
trade, also ridiculed my teachers and 
look a certain delight in it. 1 do not 
think that any great punishment is 
necessary. She is now so thoroughly 
frightened, that I do not think, she 
wiil ever indulge in ridiculing us so 
frequently after this experience. 

A load lifted from my heart and I 
could not have found enough compli- 
mentary adjectives in the dictionary to 
praise her. But. as I’m rather pessi- 
mistic. I remembered that there were 
>till two more judges; I again des- 
cended into a dungeon of gloomy 
thoughts. 

Then Mr. Locke remarked, “She’s 
onlv a Foolish Freshman so I think 
that that accounts for her folly. I 
quite agree with Miss Baker.*’ 

I could have danced a jig. I was so 
happy but on looking at Miss O'Sulli- 
van still with that serious expression 
upon her face my joy subsided. But. 
Miss O’Sullivan said. “Well. I agree 
with Miss Baker and Mr. Locke, as 
long as I’d be two to one anyway. 
However, 1 do hope that this experi- 


ence will have some effect on her atti- 
tude toward all her subjects and 
teachers hereafter.” 

1 opened my eyes and discovered 
that the moon was laughing through 
the window at me. On collecting my 
thoughts I laughed at the absurdity 
of the thing but although my com- 
mon sense scoffs at the idea. My 
half-awake, half-asleep self ne- 
lieves the story. So, dear class- 
mates. I give you warning that 
you are indulging in dangerous 
pastime when you make ridicu- 
lous remarks about your teachers 
and subjects. Certainly you will 
have a horde of ancient spirits (if 
you’re supertitious) who have tried to 
make things easier for you, wishing 
you hard luck. So I warn you, — Be- 
ware ! 

Mary Fallon ’32 


LOOKING OVER MV PICTURE 
ALBUM 


I turned the page of my well filled 
photograph album and started as l 
looked at a picture of myself when I 
was in the fourth grade. I swallowed 
hard as I gazed at the little starched 
dress with the huge bow and at the 
curls tied up with a multi-colored hair 
ribbon. I smiled a bit sadly as I 
noticed childhood’s peaceful expres- 
sion and thought of the days when 
Latin was something far and distant 
— Alas! The snapshot at the bottom 
of the page made me laugh aloud, 
much to the surprise of the cat and the 
fireplace. My despised curls had been 
chopped off up to my ears and were 
held by an astonishingly large tin bar- 
rette. The relieved and happy grin 
which marred the lower section of my 
visage would have made the Stone 
Face snicker. So proud — so bliss- 
fully gay! And then — my glance 
fell upon a picture taken in the early 
part of my Freshman year. Such trial 
and tribulation as were shown in my 
mournful attitude! Why. even on a 
carefree trip that summer, the only 
smile I could muster was a wan one 
that faded as soon as the camera 
clicked. That is what Latin will do for 
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a person! A picture taken immediate- 
ly after school closed in June brought 
the tears to my eyes. An odd mixture 
of the melancholy, martyred look 
fought with a reckless, devil-may- 
care expression: for five minutes be- 
fore. I had received a card saying in 
the roughest manner possible that 1 
had failed algebra. I sighed lustily 
as I turned the page. The honk 
of an automobile horn inter- 
rupted my reveries and The Family 
came in. I laid my album aside. Some 
day. maybe, 1 shall take it down and 
live once more in a world of memories. 

V. Gardner *31 


IMPETUOUS BETTY 

The long, low roadster went whiz- 
zing down the street at a terrific 
speed. 

“Whoopee ! Betty’s sure riled over 
something.’’ grinned old Ed. Murphy. 
Betty swung the roadster up the 
long, arched drive to her father’s 
home. Bringing the car to a sudden 
stop, she hopped out. and with 
a swish of her skirt, she ran lightly 
up the steps. The red llusli on her 
cheeks plainly indicated that Betty 
was on the war path. 

“Betty dear! I wish you wouldn’t 
drive so fast !” admonished her mother 
who had been sitting on the veranda. 

But the slam, bang of the front 
door was her only answer. Betty 
walked rapidly down the hall and 
pushed the library door open. Slam- 
ming it shut after her. she directed 
her gaze on her father. The resem- 
blance was striking: — Betty, tall, 
dark, and slim with Hashing brown 
eyes: her father, tall and dignified with 
deep set brown eyes, a rather pleasing 
mouth and smile and lovely, wavy, 
white hair. 

Mr. Van Goitrge turned slowly 
around from his book and said. “W ell, 
Betty you sure look hot under the 
collar about something.” 

“1 — 1 came in to say.” said Betty 
hurriedly. “I simply detest this busi- 
ness friend of yours and I refuse to 
meet him tonight V* 

“Why, Betty ! You don’t know him 


so how can you detest him? I shall 
certainly insist that you meet him to- 
night ! I don’t understand this uproar 
at all”, said Mr. Van Gourge. sitting 
up straight in his chair. 

“All right, you have your warning, 
now wait and see!” and impetuous 
Betty turned on her heel and pranced 
out of the room. Walking swiPly 
down the hall, out the door with a 
bang, down the steps, two at a time, 
she slammed, banged into the auto 
and off. 

“Mv goodness.” murmured her 
mother. “I don’t know what has got 
into the girl !” 

Betty swung up against the curbing 
and waited for the tall good looking, 
young fellow to catch up. 

“Jump in! I have news,” said Bet- 
ty. 

“Out with it. Old Dear! I know 
something’s eating you!” 

“Oh. Don. what do you suppose! 
Dad wants me to meet some old duffer 
tonight and I know lie’s just set on mv 
marrying him and I won’t meet him. 
Why. 1 hate him already!” 

“Well. I’m in sort of the same fix. 
myself. Some old pal of Dad’s has a 
girl and lie’s dead set on uniting the 
two families! When I go home 

“Oh-h-li. I think I’ll run away!” 

“Huh? Oh, let’s! Say. let’s you 
and 1 get hitched, huh? We are both 
of age and we love each other! Then 
we can come back and tel! the family.” 

“Huh? Oh-h-li. let’s! Oh. what a 
surprise to the family! But — what 
about — Oh. heck! Don, we haven’t 
any license!” 

“Well. Betts. I’ll have to fess up! 
Exactly one week ago I got the license 
hoping that if I got the courage to 
ask you. you would consent!” 

“Oh. Boy!”, laughed Betty. Two 
hours later Betty and Don were mar- 
ried ! 

Betty and Don grinned sheepishly at 
each other as they stopped the car in 
front of the house. 

“The worst is yet to come!”, whis- 
pered Betty. 

“Boy! I’ll be glad when this is over! 
How do you think he’ll take it?” 

“Sh-h ! You make me nervous!” As 
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Hetty opened t lie door to the house. 

“Jn here/’ Betty said and she gave 
Don a little push as she opened the 
door to the living room. 

Her mother, lather, and sister were 
sitting there. “H’m the gink didn’t 
come!” murmured Betty. Then aloud 
with a slight tremor in her voice, 
“Mother. Dad. and May. I want to-to- 
to present mv hus-husband, Don 
Eliot!” 

Everyone jumped to his feet as she 
shock landed. 

“Why!”, said Mr. Van Gourge the 
first to recover. “That’s why you 
didn’t show up!” 

“Huh? Oh! Was this the place I 
was to come! Are you the girl l was 
to meet! Why. Betts!!” 

“Ah. Don. and to think we ran off 
and got married so we wouldn t have 
to marry the-the one our fathers 
wanted! Why I never dreamed but 
that it was some other Mr. Eliot. 
There are stacks of Eliots in this 
town !” 

“Well. Betts! The joke’s on you two 
as far as 1 can see !” 

And every one joined in the laughter 
at Don’s and Betty’s expense. 

Ruby Porter *30 


A FEUD OF THE 1UELS— Continued 


John was quite conscious now. In 
spite of his great disadvantage he 
would do what he coidd to save his own 
life. He also knew the futility of trying 
to explain his condition ; the explana- 
tion would merely convince Eve’s 
brother of his guilt. He backed slowly 
toward the window Red had broken 
when a low moan diverted his atten- 
tion as it also diverted young Fred. 
The supposed dead man rolled from 
the chair which had fallen over, and 
groaned again. 

“Water.” he cried feebly. 

“Dad!” It was a sob as Fred threw 
down the axe and ran to his father’s 
side. “Dad! Tell me! Where are 
you hurt?” 

John waited to hear no more. If 
Eve’s father were not dead, he would 
not be able to help here, and time was 


precious for Red was running away 
with Eve Good Lord! 

Turning silently, he grasped a rille 
which hung from the wall, and swiftly 
clambered through the window. He 
at once turned his steps towards the 
still for that was where he felt sure 
Red would go first. 

With a throbbing head, and mentally 
in anguish regarding the safety of Eve 
he ran up the path. His breath came 
m gasps by the time he reached the 
top of the ridge, where it seemed such 
a short time before he had sat with 
live, contented and happy. And 
now, to think of Eve in the arms of a 
drunken brute! It seemed more like 
a nightmare than true life. 

Down hill, the running was easier, 
and John partially regained his breath. 
Hearing someone crashing through the 
brush at one side of him he stopped 
to listen. So that was Red’s idea ! 
He craftily thought to elude pursuit 
by going to the still in a round about 
way, for it was dangerous to go along 
the path, which passed close to John’s 
house. John quietly crept into the 
woods, breathing hard, but resolved to 
take Red by surprise. He wondered if 
the rifle were loaded. Well — no mat- 
ter, he would just have to take the 
chance. It was impossible to find 
out then. in the dark, and so 
hard pressed for time. He caught a 
glimpse of something moving ahead 
and judging by the sound of rustling 
leaves and cracking of dead twigs. Red 
was not making much progress. Eve 
must be struggling and John wondered 
why she did not cry out. 

Red was quite unaware of John’s 
approach though they were not more 
than ten feet apart by now. John 
gripped the rifle by the barrel and 
covering the remaing distance in a few 
strides he struck Red forcibly on the 
head. The man fell to the ground 
without a sound, releasing his clutch 
on Eve. 

“John! John ! Where are vou?” > 
she s< >bbed. 

“Darling,” cried John, taking her in 
his arms bearlike and kissing her fev- 
erishly. 

“Oh, John! I thought you’d never 
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come.” 

“And I thought I'd never see you 
again — gosh, you can t realize what a 
nightmare this has been, to me — just 
thinking that perhaps 

Red groaned, cursed and sat up and 
then cursed some more. Feeling a 
round cold thing prodding his hack 
and a clear low voice bidding him 
stand, and walk, be careful, or be 
blown to He used his imagina- 

tion and stood and walked, carefully 
holding his hands in sight and swear- 
ing volubly. 

In a few minutes they were at the 
door of John’s house. 

“Hey. Pa.” yelled John, and as the 
door opened cries of astonishment met 
John’s and Eve’s ears. John briefly 
explained the situation to his father, 
who. a large and powerful man, took 
Red in hand and bound him not very 
gently. 

This task was hardly finished when 
Eve’s brother appeared at the door. 
He. too, blinked in astonishment, for 
his father had told him that it was Red 
who had shot him, and probably kid- 
nap] >ed Eve. 

“(Josh. kid. but I’m glad you’re safe !” 
he exclaimed. “Dad is not hurt very 
much, the bullet just grazed his head.” 

Eve cried on his shoulder with joy. 
for she thought that her father had 
been killed, and although John had 
told her that he saw him move just 
before he climbed through the window, 
she could not drive the picture of her 
father as he toppled over, blood 
streaming from his head, and his face 
a deadly white, from her mind as she 
had seen him before she fainted. 

John’s father had apparently forgot- 
ten the feud for the time being as the 
two members of a long hated family 
stood in his house, and John’s heart 
leaped as he noticed that. Perhaps the 
two families could be friendly again 
now. Even Fred came to John and 
shook his hand gratefully, tor he loved 
his sister and was overjoyed at seeing 
her again. 

He mumbled a few words of thanks, 
but his eyes were more expressive of 
his joy than his voice. 

“Let's go home, Eve”, he suggested, 


“Dad wants to see John, too. so you’d 
better come.” speaking this last to 
John. 

“Hie doctor and ma are at home 
now. and Dad sent me to see if John 
had come here, and to ask him about 
vou. Eve. So let's go, because he s 
mightily worried about you 

John assented eagerly. Perhaps 
Eve’s father would thank him. Eve 
looked at him with shining eyes, 
thinking and hoping her father might 
reward John in some way or thank 
him. 

It was a happy two that wended 
their way back over the ridge, laugh- 
ing and talking in a friendly manner 
between themselves. 

In a little while they reached Eve’s 
home, and entered rather quietly, for 
Eve and John were still apprehensive 
of what her father might say. But 
their fears were soon dispersed. He 
sat in his arm chair with a small band- 
age about his head, looking rather 
thoughtful. 

“Eve, mv daughter, 1 have been very 
much worried about you.” 

“Father, dear! How do you feel?” 
Eve asked anxiously. 

“Don’t worrv about me. I’m all right, 
but where is Red. and how did you get 
away?” Eve briefly explained how 
she was saved, and her father took 
John by the hand. “My bov, it was very 
brave of you to do all that for us 
considering the way that your family 
has always hated ours.” 

(ieorge Callum ’29 
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THE SIM KIT OK THE STORM 

Dark clouds gathered in the east. 

Giant elms tossed to and fro by the 

wind 

St rea k s of w ra t h I* ul 1 igh t n i ng zi gz agge< 1 
Drtinkcnly over the surface ol the sky. 
Rig drops of rain rushed impetuously 
To the arid ground below. 

And the thunder boomed above 
Crash! — Rang! — Room! 

Tree after tree 
Dove headlong 

1 Merced by thegleaming sword of Jove! 
The little villages huddled together 
hearing, hoping. 

Praying that Jove’s wrath might be 
appeased ! 

A steady stream of rain 
A constant 

Crash — Rattle — Roar! 

On and on came the storm 
With death and destruction. 

Trees — Houses — People 

All are swept with a mighty gesture 

For the storm must have its will! 

Grace Reynolds 'JM 


RLACK JACK 

“Full speed ahead, ye lazy criturs.” 
bellowed Rlack Jack. “There’s rich 
cargo ahead in that scow and it’s 
mine or I II bust ye cursed skulls.” 

The murderous crew slinkingly 
obeyed as cowering dogs do a brutal 
vindictive master. And well be it they 
did for they knew what the conse- 
quence would be to rebuke Rlack Jack, 
a massive piece of humanity, if he may 
be called human, piercing black eyes 
under shaggy eyebrows bespoke of 
murderous cruelty and authority, his 
huge battle scarred face, his mouth a 
perpetual sneer when sober, a trium- 
phant snarl when happy, his one ear 
pierced by a heavy gold ring, his other 
having been shattered otT by musket 
ball or sword, his one sound leg and 
the other a wooden peg all disclosed 
reminiscences of a bloody savage his- 
tory. Not a spark of cowardice dick- 
ered in his tremendous bulk and every 


last man of his treacherous crew had 
been beaten into submission by means 
of his large hairy hands. 

The focus of the pirate king's atten- 
tion was on a fast American Privateer 
carrving cargo and four passengers 
from England. Captain Randolf of 
the American vessel, a tall broad- 
shoulder Yankee, studied the rapidly 
approaching ship through his glasses 
and uttered an exclamation of dismay. 
“To meet this demon of the sea of all 
times with valuable cargo ami passen- 
gers aboard.” He knew the pirate's 
reputation and that his vessel was 
the fastest on the seven seas. 

“Full sail ahead, men!”, he ordered. 

All the ship's sails and riggings were 
raised and the vessel fairly bounded on 
its course. Rut as he watched the pur- 
suing ship he ielt with uneasiness that 
he was losing. Soon the skull and cross 
bones on the mast of the pursuing 
vessel became visible. Refore the pi- 
rate ship should overtake him, he 
ordered the men to man the guns and 
he directed the ship in a wide arc 
parallel to Rlack Jack's. 

“Let her have it. lads,” he cried. 

The planking groaned under the 
roar of the cannonade and the mus- 
kets rattled out a leaden hail. A vol- 
ley from the enemy's vessel struck 
the main mast and it crashed down 
upon the deck amidst sails and rig- 
gings. The two ships had now drifted 
together and the pirates swarmed 
over the side of Randolf’s ship. Hand- 
to-hand conflict took place and a 
bloody battle ensued. During the en- 
counter Rlack Jack, with an ugly look- 
ing sword in hand, stood up on the 
forward deck with a triumphant 
snarl on his distorted features and a 
pile of dead men lay at his feet. With 
but twenty of his men left. Captain 
Randolf surrendered to the mercies of 
the pirate king. His motive was not 
cowardice but since hope of victory 
was gone there was no need of sacri- 
ficing his remaining crew and the pas- 
sengers, including a woman. 

After the American Privateer was 
looted and its crew and passengers 
taken aboard the pirate ship, it was 
fired and sunk. Randolf sadly watched 
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his ship, which had weathered so many 
encounters, slowly sink. 

“What ho!! another pesky female 
aboard? Come here ye chicken- 
hearted wren and let me take a look 
at ye.” 

Edith Williamstone. a beautiful 
English girl, drew away in fright from 
the creature and gazed appealingly 
toward the young captain. It was too 
much for Randolf to see a woman mis- 
treated. He rushed forward and in- 
tervened. Not a pirate raised his hand 
to check him for they well appre- 
hended the result. 

“Ha. ha!” roared Black Jack, 
“another he-man who needs breaking.” 

Forced to the issue, the young man 
battled courageously but every smash- 
ing blow he gave the pirate seemed to 
strike not a tremendous pudgy frame, 
as it appeared, but an iron body of 
well developed muscles. Every blow 
the captain received sent him sprawl- 
ing to the deck and the fourth time he 
did not rise but lay bruised and bleed- 
ing. In subconsciousness he imagined 
he saw a mocking, beautiful face which 
seemed to say: 

“What a weakling to be beaten so 
easily.” 

When he came to, he saw a pirate 
standing over him but what small feet, 
he thought, and the slim beautiful 
shape in the rough pirate garb seemed 
strangely out of place. He jerked his 
head up and gazed into deep sea blue 
eyes, mockingly sizing him up. 

“Who are you?” he asked, and tos- 
sing her head she answered, with a 
cold merciless laugh: 

‘Tm Bella, the pirate’s daughter.” 

He gazed at her as she swaggered 
awav and thought what a cold, merci- 
less woman, beautiful, to be sure, but 
as heartless as her brutal father. 

Randolf and his crew had filled the 
vacant spaces in the pirate’s crew; 
they led the same existence, sleeping 
in close (juarters with the malicious 
mongrels of the sea and waging 
bloody battles during the day. They 
were compelled to obey every caprice 
of Black Jack, or endure harsh punish- 
ment and sometimes death. 

Ten of the surviving American had 


been killed in encounters; five others 
were thrown overboard for refusing 
to fight against men of their own race; 
the remaining five had been beaten 
into submission by Black Jack and had 
become as treacherous as the rest of 
the pirate crew. 

Captain Randolf would never have 
been recognized, a young giant of a 
man hardened by winds and heavy 
storms, and tanned to a copper hue. 
Rippling, supple muscles, caused bv 
savage, rugged living, could be seen 
through his ragged clothes. His face 
and body were scarred from numerous 
wounds, and his clear cut features 
were covered by a heavy beard. His 
eves still held their direct steel-pointed 
glint but his lips had tightened togeth- 
er, not from the force of cruelty but 
rather from the force of a strong de- 
termination. a determination to thwart 
this belligerent pirate king and make 
the seas safe for commerce. 

One day “Black Jack” ordered his 
crew to direct the ship in hot pursuit 
of a French vessel which was carry- 
ing spices, gold and jewels from the 
far east. While drawing alongside of 
the vessel, in preparation for boarding 
it, Randolf was struck by a musket 
ball and sent reeling to the deck. 
When he recovered his tortured senses, 
someone was bathing his head which 
seemed to be on fire. 

With difficulty, he opened his eyes 
and once more gazed up into lazy sea 
blue eyes. Bella was studying him 
but the mocking light was gone from 
her eyes and there was almost a sug- 
gestion of concern in them. Her pres- 
ence sent a thrill through his being 
and he suddenly realized that he loved 
this beautiful girl; he thought that she 
would be less merciless if she were 
but living in different surroundings. 
Unable to rise, he took her hand in his 
and said. “Bella, why did von save 
me ?” 

“Because you do not deserve to die 
so soon.” she answered. 

“Do you care for me, just a little?” 
he asked. 

She laughed at him and answered 
in a mocking, heartless tone charac- 
teristic of her. 
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“I care for no one for 1 am cruel, 
cruel like my father.” Saying this, 
she ran out of her cabin where she 
had taken him and slammed the d**or 
after her. 

Randolf slowly recovered. One dark 
night, as he lay asleep on the lower 
floor with the rest of the crew, he 
felt a light tap on his shoulder and 
heard a soft feminine voice whisper to 
him : 

“Come with me and you shall es- 
cape.” 

He rose and surreptitiously followed 
her taking care not to rouse the slum- 
bering crew. On the upper deck. Bel- 
la told him that an English vessel was 
anchored not far off. which her father 
intended to take bv surprise at the 
first approach of dawn. 

He looked out across the water and 
made out a beacon of light in the dis- 
tance. 

“But do you realize, Bella, that if 
I ever escape from vour father. I will 
do everything in my power to subdue 
him and his murderous crew.” 

After a long pause, she answered 
him. 

“But he is not my father. I was 
captured eleven years ago and have 
spent such an existence that it has 
hardened my character.” 

“You are no longer cruel. Bella. 
When I come back, for 1 will come 
back, you will be mine?” he asked. 

Her answer was cpiite satisfactory; 
he joyously embraced and kissed her. 

He then jumped overboard and 
swam for the English vessel. Final- 
ly. he reached the ship and, half ex- 
hausted, pulled himself up over the 
side of the ship. He roused the men 
on board and related his experiences 
to the captain of the ship. 

'Fhe captain, a middle aged man, was 
doubtful as to the truth of the story 
but when he heard that “Black Jack” 
was abusing the English girl and heard 
her name spoken,” Edith \\ illiamstone ! 
My daughter! and aboard that sea- 
wolf's craft. Lower the boats!” he 
yelled, “and we’ll take the pirate crew 
unaware.” 

Ten boats loaded with determined 
men approached the ship which had 


been, for many years, the terror of the 
seas. They silently climbed up the 
ship’s side and the slumbering pirate 
crew, apprehending no danger, were 
thrown into frantic disorder. 

Black Jack, hearing the commotion, 
rushed out and sizing up the situation 
bellowed commands to his men. Only 
a small portion of his crew survived 
the first onslaught and the surviving 
ones, since the odds were against 
them, had lost their animal ferocity 
and were cowering in a corner. Black 
Jack, on the other hand, was fighting 
true to style; Captain Williamstone’s 
men were pressing on all sides and the 
demon pirate, realizing that sooner or 
later he would be subdued, a disgrace 
which had never befallen him, dove 
overboard to a watery grave. 

W illiam Leslie *29 


SUBTERFUGE 


The city’s lights were beginning to 
cast their twinkling reflections in the 
smooth surface of the darkening sky. 
The little boys, chattering together in 
their broken Japanese- English, were 
returning home with their enormous 
kites. The Japanese women were 
hurrying to and fro. their multi-colored 
sashes and gowns toning the Puritani- 
cal grey of the sky. The click, click 
of the tiny wooden sandles sending tic- 
a-tac messages across the wave lengths 
of the pavements. All was in keeping 
with the busy, homey city of Tstui- 
Tung situated at the heart of that ever 
romantic country — Japan. 

Yet from this picturesque scene 
which was viewed so clearly from the 
Government House, the American 
Consul Mr. Davis turned to the more 
pressing needs of his office. A dee]) 
furrow, probably the reward of worry, 
rested on that broad, full face, kindly 
intelligent, perhaps not so alert as to 
the set of the eyes and mouth as they 
had been in those earlier days when 
Princeton’s halls had rung with his 
mirth. Yet one was immediately im- 
pressed by his evident scrupulous at- 
tentiveness to the routine of his posi- 
tion. A deeper furrow wended its 
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way across his forehead as lie resumed 
the reading of the letter which lie had 
thrown clown, to drink in the refresh- 
ing scene below. 

So continued the letter: 

“While passing through the north- 
ern region of Tstui-Tung, our party 
was stopped by a trio of masked ban- 
dits, and we were robbed of all our 
valuables. 

“Since an American citizen, or am 
other citizen for that matter, is 
granted protection, I ask that you will 
do all in your power to regain my pos- 
sessions for me. Sincerely. 

Henry J. Wilcox. 

“Hv jove. this must stop!” exclaimed 
the irate consul. "This is the fourth 
notice that I have received of such 
robberies this week. I’ll stop it, 
though 1 send for Cal’s militia!” 

A light rap at the door brought the 
consul to his feet. Unnoticed by him, 
darkness had slipt in. and everything 
considered, the setting was rather 
weird. Switching on the lights, he 
bade the intruder enter. 

The door opened slowly and a tall 
thin Japanese with a narrow ascetic 
face under his close fitting turban of 
shining black, entered. 

“Howdee. milster consul. I bee 
Ching Loo. J come here to be a valee 
for yoo. Here yoo see inelley, melley 
Amelicans — not so? I am lookee 
for a Amelican. It’s a longee stolee, 
but 1 berie ought to lettee you about 
it.” 

“Me and inly daughter Lee live in 
Tstui-Tung since meilv melly a year. 
Las year mly daughter — she was 
tweltee year ole — meet a plettie Amel- 
ican. I guessee he likee her wing 
(ring) betty tha Lee. This ring it bee 
in fambly since melly year and it 
worth muchee. He askee Lee marree 
him. She sae yes. 

“The tent June les maree. The next 
dace he skeep — he go away and 
takee these ring and all the monies l 
give Lee her maree day. 

“I hurree after this man an I no 
findee him. I think mallee I find meilv 
Amelicans here. Gimme a job so I 
can find this rascall Amelican. 

Consul Davis was inclined to be 


amused at the whole proceedings, but 
seeing that the Jap was really in earn- 
est he consented to let him stay. 

Besides, the consul thought, it 
wouldn’t do any harm to have the poor 
fellow around — perhaps lie can even 
help me find out by whom all these dis- 
turbances are being made. 

“All right. Ching Loo, I’d be glad to 
have you help me out. I was looking 
for someone like you this very dav.” 

A pleased smile lighted the other’s 
face, but all he said was: “Velly goot, 
boss. I try serve you goot.” 

With this the consul pointed out the 
various duties expected of Loo and 
then showed the Jap the room, which 
lie might use while in the consul’s ser- 
vice. 

That night a dark figure was seen 
slinking through the shadows of night 
until the shop, kept by one Lonee Too. 
at the very outskirts of the village 
was reached. Here the figure stopped, 
and after giving one long and two 
short raps at the door, he was ad- 
mitted. 

The room was the most dismal that 
could be imagined. The walls were 
covered with purple cloths on which 
were pictured all sorts of designs in 
Japanese characters, which, in the 
greenish glow of the lantern, gave a 
most sinister aspect to the room. In 
the center of the room was a short 
wooden table covered with a yellow 
cloth, and around this were seated 
three Japanese, each of whom lifted a 
welcoming eve as this slinking figure 
glided into the room. 

What took place in that room I shall 
never know, for before I could get in- 
side our mysterious friend had quickly 
shut and barred the door. I do know, 
however, that the wee small hours of 
morning witnesses his catlike return 
from his sinister rendezvous. 

Thegrandfatherclock of the Govern- 
ment House chimed its hour of seven 
as Marion Davis skipped down the 
stairs. A true apparition in her ball 
gown of orchid crepe, trim and petite 
of figure which was just under the 
average for height, a small head set 
sturdily on a round smooth neck, 
baby brown eyes set wide apart, eye- 
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brows curling under l I t* wavy abund- 
ance of chestnut hair, rather a broad 
laughing mouth was Mi s Davis in- 
deed !* 

“Well. Daddy and Muni, are vou 
read} ?" Then seeing her father and 
mother evidently waiting for her. “Oil. 
I'm truly sorry if I made you wait." 

“All right, child, but we must hurry 
if we are to get there before the soup 
is cold." said Mrs. Davis, whose plump 
figure was enveloped in a dark satin 
evening dress of the latest cut. Her 
smiling pale blue eyes lighted pleasant- 
ly as Marian appeared. 

“Yes, yes! It’s a wonder you wo- 
men wouldn't make an effort to be 
early once in a while especially to- 
night at Mrs. Bellenappe’s dinner." 
said Mr. Davis. "Now we had best be 
ofT. Here’s Ching Loo with the wraps. 
So long Ching. Have something ready 
for us to eat when we get back — we 
may be hungry." 

"Yelly goot. boss" said Ching. but all 
the while he watched Marion as she 
followed her mother down the steps 
to the waiting car. Perhaps he was 
thinking of his own daughter Lee, who 
kno^vs ? 

After the guest rose from the table. 
Mrs. Bellenappe provided something 
new by way of entertainment. This 
evening she ushered each family into 
a separate room to have fortunes told. 

The Davis family was shown into the 
drawing room where the shades had 
been drawn: the only light was that 
from the green lantern on the center 
table. 

“Meester Davis. I tell you footure 
first, pleaze." said the old Japanese 
palmist who sat on a stool at the side 
of the table. 

“1 see that one night of yoor life 
there is muchee excitement. You velly 
glave and know when to be steel." 

Mr. Davis was leaning forward 
amusedly as the fortune teller contin- 
ued to make out the lines in his hand. 
All of a sudden, a dagger was thrust 
near his heart and in a hissing voice, 
the meek fortune teller of a moment 
ago said: 

"Put your lianss up and don’ saee 


wod if you bee wize, you." indicating 
the stupefied women, "get over here 
and keep tip your hanss. Not a sown’ 
out of any of you. March right in the 
nex room." 

In the next room the Davis women 
found Mrs. Bellenappe sobbing hys- 
terically. and the other Americans in 
the same predicament as they. 

"Give us all yoor joolery quick." 
said one of the men. “Now you. Koo, 
call up Ching and tell him every think 
O. K. 'fell him to come right way." 

W ith a groan, poor Mr. Davis 
stumbled into a chair realizing full 
well that he had played right into their 
hands by keeping the fool Jap. 

Three minutes later, a knock was 
heard at the door of the room, and 
Ching’s voice was heard to say: 

"You bling out your joolry, and I’ll 
put them in our stlong oke box. After 
Ching, you come with yoors, and like- 
wise you, too, Loog Hop. But don* 
all come together." 

Ching’s orders were carried out to 
perfection, and before the astonished 
Americans knew what to do, they saw 
Ching enter the room leading three 
scowling Japs, all of whom were se- 
curely handcuffed. 

“Here. Mr. Davis, are your robbers. 
They are the ones who have been caus- 
ing you so much trouble lately," said 
this Ching whose voice was decidedly 
American. Then turning to Marion he 
peeled off his skin mask, and there 
stood a smiling Gareth, whose dark 
eyes were fairly devouring Marion. 

“Dick, it’s you," breathed Marion, 
and with a glad rush, she was almost 
smothered in his strong arms. After 
this first onset of welcome had sub- 
sided, the smiling giant turned to his 
father-in-law to be . 

"You perhaps wonder what 1 am do- 
ing here. Uncle Sam sent me to clear 
up these robberies, and after doing all 
sorts of jobs I have at last obtained my 
quest. And if you don't mind, Marion 
and I would much prefer the moonlit 
garden to talk over old times." 

There in the moonlight sparkled the 
dearest little diamond in the setting of 
white gold Japanese carved figures. 

Mary O’Neill ’29 


14 


T H E T ORCH 



“American Poetry” complied by 
DeMille 

This hook is a collection of master- 
pieces hv American poets such as 
Bryant, Miller, Longfellow, Cochrane, 
Whittier and others. The authors are 
arranged alphabetically, and there are 
two or three of the best poems of each. 
A book with a collection such as this 
gives more variety than a book of 
poems by one author. 

There is something in a book of 
poems that no prose book could ever 
equal. I like poems because they seem 
so real, a breath of the past, of the 
author's thoughts come to life. “Ameri- 
can Poetry*’ provides such a variety of 
poems that just to read one, that per- 
tains to one’s mood, inspires and re- 
freshes one. Poetry gives philosophy, 
war, peace, legends, love, everything 
under the sun. in precious little gems 
of language. 

One of the poems that attracted me 
was “Maude Muller” by Whittier and 
often this little bit of philosophy in it 
comes to me: 

“Of all sad words of tongue or pen, 
the saddest are these: *Jt might have 
been’.** 

“Maude Muller” is written in delight- 
ful little couplets which seem to fit the 
theme by making it light and yet 
grave. 

There is another, “The Old Swim- 
111 in’ Hole” by Whittier that l liked 
not merely because of its country style 
of talk but it makes me wonder what 
will happen to my old swimming hole 
when I grow old and go down there 
again. 

There isn’t really any good way to 
write about such a book as this; one 


cannot know the value of a book like 
this by reading a review or outline; 
one must read the book itself. The 
poems vary so that it is hard to give 
any one opinion of the book. It would 
really take another book to tell the 
virtues of “American Poetry.” 

Forrest Paradise ’29. 


Homer’s Odyssey by W. C. Bryant 

Xo one knows when the poems of 
Homer were written but they came 
into being about eight hundred years 
before the Christian era. This story 
takes place just after the Trojan war: 
the scene lies mainly in Greece and the 
waters around it. 

Odysseus, a great leader of this war 
and king of Ithaca, his native land, 
harms the Cyclops who is the son of 
Poseidon. Poseidon, a god, decrees in 
anger that Odysseus should wander 
from place t< place never being able 
to reach his home. The story consists 
of the wanderings of Odysseus and of 
his family at home: finally, bv the aid 
of Athene, the daughter of Zeus, lie 
arrives home. He punishes those who 
have done wrong to his family and 
takes up again his rights as king. 

Naturally Odysseus is the most im- 
portant character. He is, at the time 
of this story, a middle aged man who 
has been wandering for years without 
being able to reach his home. Although 
aged, and worn from his many mis- 
fortunes. he still retains his kingly ap- 
pearance. his manly beauty, and. above 
all his bravery Odysseus is a wise 
man. not that he possesses a great 
fund of knowledge; but he has a 
marked ability of surmounting any 
obstacle. He is resourceful and has 
excellent self-command. 

This book is very well written. It 
gives everything that could be of in- 
terest in a book adventure love of 
country, love of home and family, and 
weird and unnatural happenings. Ody- 
sseus, himself, is not the usual hero he 
is an exaggerated type, the man who 
can. although all others fail, accomp- 
lish the most unusual feats. The book 
seems made up of a series of inci- 
dents. each one in itself a short story. 

Pruella l*. Reynolds *29 
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A modern reception: 

< iibble-g« )bble-gobble-gst. 

One of our teachers classes high 
school students thus: 

Freshmen are green and they don't know it. 
Sophomores are green and they know it. 
Juniors are wise and they don't know it. 
Seniors are wise and they do know it. 


Why is a horse like a lolly pop? 

The more you lick it, the faster it 
goes. 

Don’t ever tell an Englishman a joke 
on Saturday night. He might hurst 
out laughing in church Sunday morn- 
ing. 


Mr. Locke was once heard saying: 
“Some people give twenty minutes to 
lunch hut 1 give forty to Coffey.” 


Forrest Paradise. Tini. and Ed Pasho 
were tied up in a knot by a charge of 
electricity in the lab. the other day. 
We wonder if the knot still holds bet- 
ween Tini and Pasho in English IV? 


Nervous people in the study hall get 
quite a shock when French I pupils 
start to sing next door in the library. 


Some people are discontented be- 
cause other people have what some 
people want. — ( Fielding) 


Contagious diseases were invented 
so a Scotchman could have something 
to give to his friends. 

Another one about the absent-mind- 
ed professor, is that he has to carry a 
mirror around to tell who he is. 

Miss Maker's motto in Latin H must 
he, "Every day in every way I’ll scold 
them harder and harder.” 

Mrs. Sampson’s sentences are like 
Caesar's “Vini. N idi. Yici.” concise and 
pithy. 


Something is wrong with the type- 
writers. When Miss O'Sullivan at- 
tempts to write “t” it surprisingly 
comes out “6!*" 


Mr. Locke has arranged a series of 
very interesting assemblies for the 
school. 


SCHOOL NOTES 

A representative of Boston Burdett 
College, gave a most interesting talk. 
The subject of his discussion was 
“Choosing a Career.” 

Three students from Yale Univer- 
sity, School of Dramatic Interpreta- 
tion, presented a Puppet or Marion- 
ette Show. Marionettes or Puppets 
(poupee, a baby or doll) are figures 
suspended by threads or wires and 
imitating with their limbs and heads 
the movements of living persons. It 
was astonishing to note the ease and 
perfection with which these dolls per- 
formed. absolutely unconscious of their 
audience. The presentation of the 
play “Py ramus and Thisbe” from Mid- 
summer Night's Dream was especially 
interesting to the members of the 
school. 

Representative Harry Dunlap 
Brown, the speaker for Armistice Dav, 
took for his subject “Reminiscences of 
W ar and Meaning of Armistice.” 
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SCHOOL NOTES 


A call for cooperation has been sent 
out by the TORCH Staff tor financial 
aid. 

Each class has responded promptly. 
A committee of four has been formed 
in each of the classes; plans are now 
in progress. 

This procedure, it is hoped, will se- 
cure the necessary backing which the 
TORCH has always needed. 

Torch Committees 

Senior Class 

George Cal I um Avis Jones 

Barbara Pimm Edgar Pasho 

Junior Class 

Myrtle Buckley Florence Martin 

Alice Blake Ruby Porter 

Sophomore Class 

Charlotte Sousa Lillian Akerman 

Elsie W illiams Duncan Butterfield 
Freshman Class 

Leon Gigold Mildred Lemay 

W'illa Pasho Dorothy Tannenbaum 


French Club 

At a recent meeting of the French 
Club, which was held at Rhndora 
Buckle’s home, the following officers 
were chosen: President, Henry Mar- 
tell ; Vice-President, Rhodora Buckle: 
Sec. -Treasurer, Avis Jones: Advisor, 
Miss Belcher. 

The Executive Board chosen con- 
sits of: Mary O’Neill. George Callum, 
Barbara Pimm. 


The following committees were cho- 
sen to help in the work necessary for 
presenting the Senior Play — “Green 
Stockings.” 

Head Committee: Edith Williams. 
Barbara Pimm, Rhodora Buckle. 

Ticket Committee: Edith Williams. 
Chairman: Marion Alley, assistant. 

Program Committee: Barbara 

Pimm. 

Property Committee: Rhodora 

Buckle, Chairman. 

Lighting Committee: Edgar Pasho, 
Forrest Paradise. 


Senior Play 

On Thursday, December 13, the 
Class of 1929 heaped more laurels on 
its now overburdened head by present- 
ing “Green Stockings”, a comedy in 
three act*, in the Town Hall before an 
audience of enthusiastic people. The 
Senior C lass is to be congratulated for 
the wonderful success that the play 
was — especially since it follows al- 
most directly on the heels of the Junior 
Prom — held in the school hall last 
year, and which will go down in the 
annals of the school as one of the most 
delightful occasions ever held in 11. 11. 
S. 

Most of the credit for the success 
of the play is due to Miss Belcher who 
spent her time untiringly in coaching, 
the cast — composed of talented act- 
ors and actresses — who put their 
time and effort to make it so success- 
ful, and the various committees who 
willingly and cheerfully performed 
the tasks assigned them. 

The C ast 

George Callum — the hero, Col. John 
Smith, a dignified man of military 
bearing — finding that in some mys- 
terious way he has become engaged 
to a Celia Faraday, comes under an 
assumed name to see this girl and 
ends up by falling prey to her 
charms. 

“Teddy” O’Neill the heroine — Miss 
Celia Faraday — a little country 
mouse who blossoms out for the 
night and has a legion of suitors at 
her feet. 

“Ed” Pasho — Mr. Raleigh — a hu- 
morous man of thirty-five, who finds 
even while beseeching a young wo- 
man on bended knee, “yes” is not al- 
ways forth coming. 

“Bill” Leslie — Mr. Steele — a young 
Englishman of thirty who finds the 
eldest daughter. Celia, “not half bad 
looking if you look long enough.” 

Henry Mart ell — Admiral Grice — a 
testy old gentleman of sixty-five 
who is continually saying the wrong 
thing at the “right” time. 
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“Bud” Fermoylc — Hon. Rol>ert 1 ar- 
ver — an empty-headed young swell, 
who finds his time very much occu- 
pied making love to his fiancee. 
Phyllis and giving election speeches. 

Ruth Quinn — Phyllis Faraday, the 
youngest sister, a pretty hut 
thoughtlessly selfish girl of twenty 
who is very much concerned with 
“Bobby” and “Bobby's” election. 

Avis Jones — Mrs. (Madge) Rocking- 
ham, next to Phyllis in age. fashion- 
able woman of twenty-five who pit- 
ies Celia for her lack of attractive- 
ness. 

“Prudie” Reynolds — Lady (Evelyn) 
Trenchard, next to eldest sister, a 
charming woman of twenty-seven, 
who has a patronizing interest in 
Celia's welfare. 

“Nan*' O'Lougldin — Mrs. Chisholm 
Faraday — quick-tempered, warm- 
hearted woman, whose love for Ce- 
lia overcome her scruples as to right 
and wrong. 

Lester Currie — Mr. W illiam (father) 
Faraday — a superficial and thorough- 
ly selfish man of sixty-five whose 
one desire in life was to get all his 
daughters married that he might live 
at the club. 

Forrest Paradise — Martin — a tho- 
roughly dignified English butler. 


Heard From Stage 

Raleigh — l never sit down. 

Celia- Fh ? 

Raleigh. After dinner. 

Tarver Yes. as Lady Trenchard 
said, how much is Miss Celia under 
thirty? 'Thirty-two is the freezing 
point remember. 

Raleigh — Xow-a-days there is no-a-a 

Ceiia— Age limit? 

Raleigh — Exactly! No-no-no-Good 
lord, no! I didn't mean — Bridge — 
oh splendid ! 

Steele — I thought perhaps Miss Far- 
aday might let me put on her slippers 
for her. 

Raleigh — She's not going to put 


them on in the hall. She’s gone — 
She’s gone to her room. 

Grice — -What's Wilson's trouble? 

Evelvn — Compulsory vaccination. 
He can’t spell it — so lie’s against it! 

(I rice — Tarver ! 

Tarver — Admiral! Don't speak to 
me like that or I shall cry. I don’t 
think 1 can last out the ten days. 
Last night when that bench broke. 1 
thought it was my nervous system 
gone at last. 

Smith — What would you say of his 
mouth ? 

Celia — (Confused) Oh his mouth 
was. a peculiar. You see. 
it broadened when he smiled. 


1930 Notes 

The Junior Social, held Nov. 19, was 
a successful affair. About 250 pupils 
of the school attended the social 

A boy’s orchestra, George Chambers, 
Vernon Wain. William Harris, Robert 
Morris and W illiam Coleman, played 
the first half of the afternoon and a 
girl's orchestra. Helen Davis, Carolyn 
Tyler, Marie Johansen. Arlene Gay and 
Dorothy Fletcher played the last half. 

'There were several novelty dances 
among which the ballroom and elimin- 
ation dances were enjoyed most. The 
elimination dance was won by Carolyn 
Tyler and Abram Collier. 

At half-past four the social came to 
an end and all left well-satisfied. 

Thirty-seven dollars were made on 
this affair. This amount was turned 
over to the TORCH. The Junior 
Class is also selling thirty-six dollars 
worth of candy. $18 of which is profit 
which makes the sum of $55. 


Weinie Roast 

The Junior Class of the Howe High 
School enjoyed a “weinie” roast and 
social Tuesday afternoon at Mitchell's 
Camp, near Winning Pond in West 
Billerica. Twenty-four members of 
the class started from the school at 
four o'clock and walked to the camp 
where “weinies,” marshmallows and 
apples were roasted and served. 
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THE T O R C II 


A program of games was enjoyed 
and the return trip was made, the 
students arriving home about eight 
o'clock. The committee responsible 
for the success of the affair was: 
Elizabeth Brown, chairman; Florence 
Martin. Ruby Porter. Dorothy Flet- 
cher. William Knox and Abram Collier. 
Miss Hapgood. class advisor, and Miss 
O’Sullivan were chaperons. 


; \bram Collier is the Vice-President 
of the Junior Class. An error was made 
in the list of class officers in the last 
issue. 


ATHLETIC NOTES 


On Monday, September fourteenth, 
the Athletic Association held its first 
meeting, and as a result the following 
officers were chosen: 

President Edward Fermoyle 

Vice-President Forrest Paradise 

Treasurer Ruth Quinn 

Secretary Mary O’Neill 

The Executive Board selected to re- 
present the class is composed of the 
following: Senior Class: Edith Wil- 
liams, Edgar Pascho; Junior Class, Ar- 
lene Gay. Nathaniel Newman; Sopho- 
more Class, Charlotte Souza. James 
Monahan; Freshman Class. Harriet 
Mahoney, John O’Neill. 


The following is the Basketball 
Schedule in the Lowell Suburban 
League of 1929: 

Friday. January 4 West ford 

♦Friday, January 11 No. Andover 

Friday, January 18 Chelmsford 

Friday. January 25 Wilmington 

♦Friday. February 1 Littleton 

♦Friday, February 8 West ford 

Friday, February 15 No. Andover 

♦Friday. February 22 Chelmsford 

♦Friday, March 1 Wilmington 

Friday, March 8 . Littleton 


♦Home Games. 


JUNIOR HIGH 

ARMISTICE DAY 
PROGRAM 

L Singing 

The Star Spangled Banner 

The School 

2. Salute to the Flag 

Led by Fred Martin 

3. Song 

America Eternal 

Grade VI 11 

4. A Talk on “Armistice Day” 

Mr. Harry Dunlap Brown 

5. Singing 

There’s a Long. Long Trail 
Keep the Home Fires Burning 

The School 

(>. A talk on Patriotism 

Rev. J. Harold Dale 
7. Singing — America 

The School 


TH ANKS( II VI N< I PRO( i R A M 

1. The Star Spangled Banner 

The School 

2. Salute to the Flag 

Led by Fred Martin 

3. The Governor’s Proclamation 

John Monahan 

4. Recitation 

Thanksgiving History 

Edgar Williams 

5. Song 

The Breaking Waves Dashed High 

The School 

6. Play 

The First Thanksgiving Day 

Members of Grade VI 1 1 

7. Song 

We Plough the Fields 

The School 

8. Recitation 

Why We Keep Thanksgiving 

Marion Locke 

9. Violin Solo 

Dance of the Coquettes 

Julia Hubbard 

10. Recitation — The Best Day 

Grace Martin 

11. Reading — The Spirit of Corn 

Gertrude Barnes 

12. Song 

Good Beneath Thy Guiding Hand 

The School 


T H E TORCH 
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HOWE JR. 1 1 Kill SCHOOL 

Nov. 27. 1 928. 

Dear Phyllis, 

Our hook reports will he due on 
December 3, 1928. As I have read my 
hook already. 1 should like to have 
your opinion of it. The title is "Little 
Lord Fauntleroy." 

This story is about a little hoy by 
the name of Cedric Earl who later on 
becomes Lord Fauntlerov. One of the 
most interesting incidents in this story 
is the race which little Cedric had with 
another hoy. After the signal was 
given, two pairs of little brown legs 
went living over the side walk, trying 
to reach the lamp post first. Little 
Cedric arrived first hut generously ad- 
mitted that he was a little older than 
the other boy. 

Mr. Hobbs owned a grocery store. 
He took a liking to Cedric who often 
came into the store and talked with 
Mr. Hobbs about current events. One 
day, Mr. Hobbs declared that he never 
would let a lord come into his store or 
sit on his cracker boxes. That very 
day Cedric found out that he himself 
was a lord. W hen he went back to 
the store again he did not at first sit 
on the cracker box but stood near the 
door. Cedric began by saving. “Mr. 
Hobbs, you said that you wouldn’t let 
any lord sit upon your boxes but one 
is here now !'* 

There are other interesting incidents 
in the book and I hope you will read it 
tor yourself. Now I suppose you want 
to know what characters 1 liked best 
of all. I think the most interesting 
characters are. Cedric. Dick and Mr. 
Hobbs. 

My opinion of this book is that it 
is one of the very best books 1 ever 
read. Will you tell me yours when you 
have read it? 

Yours truly, 

Helen Chmura — Gr. VII 


CHRISTMAS 

Three weary wiseinen from afar. 

Lead by a wondrous shining star, 

Beside a manger filled with hay. 

Knelt where the newborn Christ Chibl lay 
That first Christinas. 

Ada Butterfild — Gr. 8. 



CHRISTMAS IN NORWAY 


The sheaves of grain are ready, 

On the roofs the poles stand steady. 
The birds come Hocking to and fro, 
Flying o’er the pure white snow, 

For ’tis Christmas in Norway. 

Doris Lenardson — Grade 8. 

VSMW* 

CHRISTMAS 


Stockings hung all in a row. 

Filled with gifts from top to toe. 
Candies, nuts, and goodies sweet. 
Ready for us all to eat, 

— That’s Christmas! 

Alyce Green wood' — Gr. 8 



CHRISTMAS 


A Christmas tree and lots of toys. 
From St. Nick to girls and boys, 

The house all trimmed with green and 
red. 

Stockings hanging at each bed. 

— That’s Christmas! 

Mary Hougton — Gr. 8 
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T H E T O R C H 



Shalloo: I fell off a sixty foot ladder 
to-day. 

Savage: It’s a miracle vou were not 
killed. 

Shalloo: Oh, I only fell off the first 
round. 


Miss Baker: “I Mease translate the 
next.” 

1). Richardson (faintly) “Hr — I’ve 
lost my voice.” 

Miss Baker: “Well then, hunt 
around until vou find it.” 


Pasho: Got a comb, Tini? 

Tini: What do you want it for? 

Pasho: W’hy-er-to brush my teeth. 

Murray: “Dorothy, do you believe 
in love at first sight?” 

D. Carr: “Well yes. is that why you 
moved your seat in the study hall?” 

Teacher (in stern voice): “1 am not 
going to stand for this daily riot any 
longer.” 

McGinnis (undertone): “Well sit 
down, then.” 

Needed a dictionary. 

Why ? 

To look up a few of the gigantic 
words Mr. Clark uses in Chemistry. 

t’pley : “W hy are your socks on 
wrong side out. Calltim ?” 

Callum : “My feet were hot and I 
turned the hose on them.” 

Miss Baker: Cleopatra is one of the 
most remarkable figures in all history. 

From the rear: Is or had? 

(Dustin busily writing jokes — Aliss 
Colgate looking on) Miss JIapgood 
inters room and addresses Miss Col- 
gate: “Are you necessary to Dustin’s 
happiness. Miss Colgate?” 

Miss Colgate: “Ch-huh. yes (then 

catching on) Oh, 1 mean — that is a- 
*• 

a at — 


Mrs. Sampson: “l never can under- 
stand why they call the melted butter 
on clams drawn butter.” 

Shalloo: “They draw the hardness 
and make it soft.” 

Knox: “You wouldn’t punish a fel- 
low who hadn't done anything?” 

Miss O’Sullivan: “No, Knox. I cer- 
tainly would not.” 

Knox: “Good! We will not have 
to do any more homework.” 

The inspector was testing the gen- 
eral knowledge of the Junior class. 
Slapping a half dollar on the desk, he 
said sharply: “What’s that?” 

Instantly a voice from the back row: 
“'fail’s, sir.” 

I). Tannenbaum to minister notic- 
ing his wavv hair “Is your hair per- 
manent ?” 

Minister: “No. my dear, it’s rapidly 
falling out.” 

Miss Baker: “Fields are you chew- 
ing gum ?” 

Fields: “Yes. Mam.” 

Miss Baker: “Well, deposit it." 

Nardini : “And get your interest to- 
night.” 

Judge: “Why do you want your 
name changed, madam?” 

Applicant: “Please your Honor, it’s 
“Lizzie Tinford.” 




JOHN J. GIBLIN 

Teacher of 

CORNET AND TRUMPET 

Offering the Finest Instruction in all Phases of 
Cornet and Trumpet Playing. 

Courses in Tone Quality, Technique and Practical 
Hand ond Orchestra Playing. 

Room 48 Tel. 1134-W 

LOWELL TRUST CO. BLDG. 


Why Bother to Bring a Cold Lunch 

WHEN YOU CAN GET A HOT LUNCH 


at the 

HOWE HIGH LUNCH ROOM 


Compliments of 

Compliments of 

A FRIEND 

AN ALUMNA 

Compliments of 

Eastman & Lewis 

The First Parish Church 

LADIES FURNISHINGS 

FANCY WORK MILLINERY 


BILLERICA 


No. Conway, N. H. 



Ideal Diner 

Compliments of 

A FRIEND 

************ 

HOME COOKING A SPECIALTY 

at the 

Ideal Diner 

Billerica Square 

RADIOLA ATWATER KENT 


J. Dana Richardson 

MAHONEY’S 

RADIO SERVICE 

FOR GOOD CLOTHES 

Some Good Used Sets Cheap 

34 Central St. Lowell 

Tel. 32-3 



C ompliments of 


The A & P 

BILLERICA 


EVEN A MILLIONAIRE 

Doesn’t eat any better candy than ours 
— Foss — Soutter and Red Feather — 


N. R. Mahoney 

P. 0. Block 


T. Frank Lyons F. G. Morey & Co. 


Dealer in Fine Stationer)’ 

COAL AND GRAIN 

A special box of fine paper and envel- 
opes for TWENTY-FIVE CENTS 


Billerica, Mass. 


Tel. Billerica 36-2 


FIRE INSURANCE 


SURETY ON BONDS 

LIABILITY INSURANCE 

Everett S. Bull 


John A. Richardson 

DEALER IN LUMBER 

Yard — Main Street 
Bennett Hall Station, Billerica, Tel. 94 

A. M. Conrad 

PAPER HANGER 

Billerica, Mass. 


Compliments of 

Elwood’s Market 

North Billerica 
Tel. 298 


Compliments of 

Arthur L. Mahoney 

INSURANCE 

No. Billerica 

Condon’s Auto Supply 

ACCESSORIES 
Radio “A” Batteries Charged 
“B” Batteries For Sale 

Gasoline and Oil Tires and Tubes 

Tel. 218-4 


No. 70 Is a Sure Winner. 


All of cur Gases are built for the season upon which we enter. And in anti- 
cipation of a Bright New Year 1 wish to extend to all a most cordial greeting 
for the season at hand. 

Turner’s Tank Car Filling Station 

THE OLD HOUSE WITH A NEW NAME. 


DR, WARREN E, BRYANT 


OFFICE HOURS BY APPOINTMENT 
GAS AND OXOGEN ADMINISTERED 

Boston Road Tel. 293-11 Billerica Centre 




LOYE’S 

SEE — 

HOME BAKERY 

LUNCHES 

DRY GOODS 

Charles W. Knox 

“My companies are safe and save you 
money.” 

Life, Fire, Automobile Insurance 

Boston Road Pinehurst 

Billerica Centre Tel. 155-5 

KING'S 


HARDWARE AND PAINT CO. 
Art Hallenborg ’20 

Hardware and Farming Tools 
SHERWIN - WILLIAMS’ PAINTS 
Billerica Centre Free Delivery 

Bay State Coal & Grain 
Company 

Billerica, Mass. 

LARRO FEED 

AMERICAN RAILWAY EXPRESS 

Telephone Billerica 153 

Store Tel. 26-3 Res. Tel. 182-12 


John S. Welsh 

T. M. Johansen 

GROCERIES AND PROVISIONS 

PLASTERER 

20 Wilson St. — North Billerica, Mass. 

Billerica, Mass. 

Tel. 257 

Tel. Conn. 


“Awaiting an Opportunity to Serve You” 


Are we serving you in our various departments, other than our com- 
mercial checking department? 

If not, you ought to investigate the wide variety of banking service 
which is gladly placed at your disposal through our executives. 


The UNION 
National Bank 

In the Business Heart of Lowell. Capital and Surplus $1,200,000 


Northeastern fBI U n i vers i ty 


THE SCHOOL OF ENGINEERING 
In co-operation with engineering firms, 
offers five year curriculums leading to 
the Bachelor’s degree in the following 
branches of engineering: 

CIVIL ENGINEERING 
CHEMICAL ENGINEERING 
ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING 
INDUSTRIAL ENGINEERING 
MECHANICAL ENGINEERING 


THE SCHOOL OF BUSINESS 

ADMINISTRATION 
Co-operating with business firms, 
offers five year collegiate courses 
leading to the degree of Bachelor of 
Business Administration in 

ACCOUNTING or in 

FINANCE or in 
MERCHANDISING 


The Co-operative Plan of training enables the student to combine theory 
with practice and makes it possible for him to earn his tuition and a part of 
his other school expenses. 

Students admitted in either September or January may complete the 
scholastic year before the following September. 


For catalog or further information write to: 

NORTHEASTERN UNIVERSITY 

MILTON J. SCHLAGENHAUF, Director of Admission* 
Boston, Massachusetts 


TALBOT MILLS 


ESTABLISH 1857 



WOOLEN MANUFACTURERS 
Retail Sales Room at the Mill 

North Billerica, - Massachusetts 


Have You Read the Adds in This Issue Yet? 


Why Not Patronize the Advertisers? 



